FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
imbecility that grew on one in the monotony. Thus, we went
over the films we remembered, criticizing them in detail;
and then books; and writers; and the lives our friends led.
One day we ran out of subject-matter and I asked Peter to
give a dissertation on London clubs. . . .
Brackish Water.
Now that we were no longer fearful of finishing up in a
Sinkiang prison, now that we had well-marked-out stages
to follow, and were sure of finding more and more modern
comforts at each oasis we came to, our principal distraction
consisted in speculating about the quality and the nearness
of the next water-hole.
Mosquitoes were welcome messengers, forerunners of
humidity. The wind brought me—I say "me," for Peter
admittedly had no sense of smell—a scent of pinks that came,
in fact, from clusters of pink flowers like little bells. Then
the reeds in the sand would become more dense. And
suddenly, in the shadow of ground that was itself whitened
by salt, there would be the dark water-hole. We would get
down on our knees and fill our bowls with cool, sometimes
magnesian, water. Afterwards it would be the animals' turn.
We were so used to eating and drinking things as they
came that we were not at all incommoded by water that
had quantities of insects floating about in it. Similarly, we
went bareheaded for months, though it was against every
canon laid down in the manuals of Asiatic travel. We used
to take water from the holes in gourds attached to the packs
on the donkeys5 backs, but it became hot and nauseating
very quickly*
la the course of that trek across the desert we saw some
clumps of a queer type of tree—queer, for it had long
lamellae of willow leaves and trembling poplar leaves
growing on it at the same time. This is the toghrak or
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